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of authors who preach the equality of all men but all the while
the Indian is kept outside the pale. Even amongst Englishmen
charged with the education of the youth of India I found race
prejudice to exist to a degree that was surprising. At an age when
so much might be accomplished the student is allowed to drift
toward sedition. The Indian boy of to-day is the Indian
politician of to-morrow. It is he that will form public opinion
in the next generation, for better or for worse. Surely his soul—
call it what you like—deserves recognition and should be
fostered.
Near the hotel at which I stayed at Delhi there was a large
public garden the beautiful groves of which were the resort of
the English nurses and the ayahs and the children under their
charge and of a number of Indian students and schoolboys who
came there to work. I often of a morning took a book there and
read. On one occasion I sat down on a long green garden seat
at the farther end of which an Indian student, probably sixteen
or seventeen years of age, was working, surrounded by his
books. He noted my arrival by an unmistakable frown and
gathering his papers together, he rose to leave. " You are
going ? " I asked. He hesitated for a moment and then,
in excellent English, " I imagined that when you, an Englishman,
came to sit here you would want me to leave the seat," " What
I should like," I replied, " is that more of you should come and
sit here." We conversed and the next morning he brought one
or two of his scholar friends with him. They quoted Burke and
Macaulay and their spirit was bitter. Often after that we met
and talked—they of an India free of British control ; I of an
India of partnership and mutual help and goodwill and under-
standing, free of race prejudice ; and letting our thoughts go
further afield we discussed world citizenship and the banishment
of war and the triumph of peace. In the shade of the trees we
talked of many things—an old Englishman and the young
Indians—things unpractical I daresay and always idealistic,
where the East and West can meet and which open the doors of
the heart. When the day came for me to leave Delhi we parted
as the best of friends. They never knew my name nor I theirs.
We were the casual acquaintances of chance in an Indian garden
but in my memory there lingers the recollection of very pleasant
hours spent with highly intelligent thoughtful students.
It is almost impossible to escape in India the environment of
poverty and suffering.   Perhaps one may forget it in time but

